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 DRAMATIS PERSON 


Don Jerome, - Mr. Wilſon. 
Don Ferdinand, his Son, Mr. Mattocks. 
i Don Antonio, = Mr Reinhold. 
Iſaac Mendoza, | - Mr. Quick. 
Don Carlos = . Mr. Leoni. 
Lopes, Ferdinand's Servant, Mr. Wewitzer. 
Father Paul = - Hr. Mahon. 
Auguſtin = Mr, Baker. 
Francis — - Mr. Fox. 
Lay-Brother = - Mr. Besford, 
Louiſa, Don Jerome $ Daughter, Mrs. Mattocks, 
| Duenna „ ͤ „11 
- - Miſs Brown. 


Friars, Servants, Maſques, &c. 
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SERENADE. AnTron1o. 


T my lute, can thy fond ſtrain 
ſpeak thy maſter's pain, 


Ss ſoftly ng, ſo 7 humbly "* 
| * my ſleep — . — ove ſhall 3 


Her roſy ſlumbers ſhall not fly ? 


Thus may ſome viſion whiſper more 
Than erer ] dare * beo! 


1 


6 


Anth. The breath of morn, bids hence the night: | 
. "Unveil thofe beauteous eyes, my fair; 

For till the dawn of love i is there, 

I feel no'day—T own no light! 

Lui. Waking, I heard thy numbers chide, 
Waking—the dawn did bleſs my fight ; 

— T'is Phoebus ſure that woos, I cricd, 
Who ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light! 


„ a 
F418 
Don Jer. What vagabonds ate theſe I hear 
„ F idling, fluting, rhyming, ranting, "af 
_ ap - Piping, ſcraping, whining, canting? 


1 32 A minſtrels, fly! 

| = . Nay, pr ythee. father, why ſo rough l 

Ant An humble lover 1! - EE 
Don Ter. How durſt you, daughter, lend an car 

b _ To ſuch deceitful ſtuff? ; 

Quick from the window fly ? 


| Lowiſe. Adieu, Anthonio! Anth, Muſt you go? | 


A and L. We ſoon, perhaps, may meet again, 

= _. For tho' hard fortune is our foe, 

FF The god of love will fight for us— 
Don Fer. Reach me the blunderbuſs 
and L. The god of love who knows our pain! 
. Hence, or theſe ſlugs are thro' your brain! 


SONO. 


.-4ON . bemer- 
Could L her fs remeber, 


Roy pop 


tyrant Love 3 'F 


But . 1 number 

Each failing of her mind. 

Yom fill ſuggeſts ber beauty, 
Wü *. 


* 
- ay 2 * 4 — * I 
_— . 25 


, 8 ON G. AnTrwon10. 8 


I ne'er could any luſtre ſee £ 
In eyes that would not look on me: 
Ine er ſaw neftar on a li | 
But where my own 3d hope to ſip.. 
Has the maid who ſeeks my heart 


| Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art? 


I will own the colour true, | 
_ When yielding bluſhes aid their bue. DE 


1s her hand fo ſoſt and pure 

1 muſt preſs i it, to be ſure; 2 
Nor can I cen be certain then 
Till it grateful preſs again. 
Muſt I with attentive eye 
Watch her heaving boſom figh ?— 
I will do ſo ben I ſee 
That heaving boſom. figh for we. 


RON DEAU. 


In the heart that's weite lol. 


The faith Which 0 my friend l boote, 

As a civil oath I | 

But to the charms which 1 6. 
*Tis religion to be true. 


Then fen ne J falſe muſt be; 
Can I doubt which to preſer 
1 2 of ſocial 2 =_ thee, 


* 


sONG. — —ꝗ ling | 


Tho' cauſe for ſuſpicion appears, | 
Yet proofs of 3 

Im a wretch if I'm right in my fears, 
And unworthy of bliſs if Pam wrong. 


What heart-breaking torments from jealouſy flow, | 


Ah, neee 


When bleſt with the ſiniles of my fair, 
I know not how much I adore ; 
Thoſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, | 
And I wonder | priz d them no more l 
Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe, 


When the falſer ſhe-ſeems fill the fonder I grow! 


Dana” SONG. 


1 
* + 
8 


8 sone. Lean. 


r | 
My love,” — Þ 0 me acorn call: - 
But I was to poor | 3 
For 2 Id give thee all. 1 
And then the Fa 


orth ſhould own. 
1 lov'd him f for bimſelf alone. 


Bae Ane his worth my hand cake, | 

No word or look 7 mine ſhall 

That I the ſmalleſt thought reiinn 
Of what wy bounty did beſtow : 
Vet fil "his vt heart ſhall' own. . 1 
10% hind for Himſelf done. 
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$ONG.” Dow lasen. 


d inne wt 
If daughter you have, ſhe's the 5 
7 — be 
wife! uf 


No fe you knownthuſtyg 

At twenty ſhe mocks at r 

O ming \... 
Sisbing and whining)” 


Dying and AA 
01 what's plague is — daoghter! | 


; 1 3 
nOE B When 


5 _— their teens,” they have wit to per- 


plex us, 
With letters and lovers Gr ener they vex us; 
While * wm — fair ſuitor * ve brought 


O! what a 


a plague is. 80 obſiinate daug bier 4 

rangling and jangling? mT 
Flouting and pouting! 1 

01 wha f, At u 1 


8 


N 


ene ee 17 206 


A | Whed fable Night, each droopin & plant ie | 
=_ . A ——— 4+] the lets Str did chea 

[2 5 widow, Oer Ol 
| Wakes akes its beauty with 8 a 


Wben all did ſleep, whoſeweary hearts coul borrow 
One hour from love and care to refſt—— * 

Lo! as I prefs'd my voueh in filent ſorrow, 
FFA 


* 


He vow d he came to-ſave me 82 
1 From thoſe who would enſlave my 
3 5 ali r Ie, Them e 15 12 7721.65 IRS 8 If 
3 wo, dd Kiſſes u Halls nes 
1 Endleſs faith be ſwore! - | 22 
= — #1 4. 
3 — 0 gol * iu — 
ſi day ters — him 


/ | qa SONG 


1 


For friends in 


7 


W * son. cane 
1 le bee ikhood land; 


” 
8 


3 * * 4 
2 * * 2 


| ne'er could injure you: 


| Your charms 


8 offer 


But friends in all the ag d you'll meet, 


For though your — no pes chains, 


no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, « 


wrong : 


And lover in the young. 


| But when they learn-that you have ble 


Another with your heart, 


They'll bid aſpiring on reſt, 
23 
| Then, lady, dread nbt bers Aeceit, 


Nor fear to ſuffer wrong: 


And brothers i in 


all the ag'd you'll meet, a : 


** 


21 . 
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Iſaac. My miſtreſs 

Loui ik Sa * 
2. Soon may 
N * chi * 


DIALOGUE. 


Rs me, and I muſt goto her, 
hope for a ſmile? 
ou return a proſperous wooers 
* | Giffer the while ! 
Aloge 


* 


3 
© 1 
0 F 7 n 


n 
Alone and away from the man whom I love 


I'm forc'dito confide, | 
ac. n 


Your fervant, protector, and guide. 


Al R. carlos. . 
Gentle maid, ab! why ſuſpe®t me? | 
Let me ſerve, thee—then as 


Canſ thou truſt and I deceive 2 
Art thou ſad—and ſhall I grieve thee? _ 
Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpect me? 

Let me mn b 96 


mia ſs 
Louiſa, Never . Ss 8 


If in ought thou rt 
Don Carl. Never may I, &c. 
aac. Never may he, &. 


love 
he 


For in eyes tho 
I ſwear Pve no choice, only let her have two. 


Tis true, I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
A little round chin too's a beauty, I've heard, _ 


* 
4 
k | * 
: 1 * 
* 5 
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SONG. Ade * " 


| Gun Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can boaſt, 


But health and good humour to make her his 


It Qreight I don't mind whether Bender or fot, 


And fix feet or four—we'll ne er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her lexion—I vow I don't care; 
If brown—it is laſting more pleaſing if fair; 


And tho in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes—may be e en any colour—but green 
various the luſtre and hue, 


* 


And white teeth, I own, are genteeler than black: 


But I only defire=ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


— n 


* 


wi 


, C4) * 1 


oY ry ons. Den J e. 7 2 


When the x maid whom we love 
3244 mae, 
Who's lead a liſe of pining ? WE”. 4 
If her charms would excuſe 
The fond raſhneſs you-uſe, 
Aw with idle W 


Wer ſtand like a fool, Ip 
Wich looks ſheepiſh and cool * 
r baſhful love is * 
But with ſpirit addreſs, 
rad you're ſure of ſucceſs, 
boneft yarmth'is ates: 


Girls ſooner quit bode coldneſs : 
They know beauty inſpires 


„ 
* o * 
7 1 


3 


E 


2 „ # 
Leſs reſpect than defis. LOO | 


Hence love | is prov'd 14 avs on 
"80 ernster fol, *. 


| a 2 2 
3 ; 
i! : | 
* Wn 7 3 73 
* | 8 G 


When a tender maid 
1s firſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring 8 
How her bluſhes riſe 
If ſhe meets his eyes, 


wn he unfolds bs pain! | 


* 5 ; 


* 


: | Her band av er fight, l 
Nen e c Won 


— - ut 2200 3A 


Jil 00 He. 4 
4 a * her —— lp, , 
No mantling bluſh enſues ! | 


Then to church pleas'd the lovers move, 
While her ſmiles her contentment prove: 
And a pit-a-pat, &c. 


Her heart avows her love ! 
＋ 4 70 


 # £? 
1 nnn. 
| L 3 # 
* | . Eier 4 
. . g ' 3 - 
* + wi 3. ne & * 4 F l E #7 2 3 {. #34 4 13 
Rei p so. Cantos. 78 207] 
, 
16 230% (ON. 17. & iN vt 7! 


Ah! ſure a paiv was e 
nemo by — 
* youth excelling 22 It 

The maid in every grace of feature, 

O. how happy are ſuch lovers, 

| When kindred bears each diſcovers? 

For ſurly-the 
Was made for thee, 
And thou to nas. creature ? 


— Fu W 
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Jace. Believe we n VEE) 
; My miſtreſs IL love, and I value my friend; 
e requeſt - 

For better, for worſe - and ſwear I don't jeſt ! 
Don Jer. Zounds! PRA profoke me, 


; is ſo hi Inge 
Jaac. Hoa F Tn you, bn cg no 
. 3 — 
* 
Don n and this place 
ow 2 


* 


* . v 


4 | 
* 
£6: © & ; 
* * * D 2 85 5 
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T R 10. Don 8 rear, 1 — 


A bumber of liquor # nas of, 
2 3 "\ n 
Than juſtice, j of vicar; 
So fill glaſs, * : 
Bk prota po. 


But if more deep the. * 

Why ſooner drain the barrel, 

Than be the hateful fellow, 3 
That's crabbed when he's mellow. 


l * 
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What bard, O, Tims, Gſcover, 
With wings firſt made thee move? 
| Ab! ſure he was ſome lover 


Who ner had left his love ! 


. 
> & 


For who that once did prove. ates 
The 1 which abſence brings, 1 

ues but one dax Tap 
He were away, E 


Could NW? thee with 1 


. so. Cano. . 5 
0 AIR = ne'er ſmibd on me, 

I pe'er had known ſuch anguiſh; 

But think how falſe, how crue vel hey 

To bid me ceaſe to langvuith. 

To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Breathe on a flame balf a, 2 5 
And then with cold and fied diſdain 
To kill che hope ſhe cheriſhed! © 


Not worſe bis fate uyho on a recs 
That drove as winds did blow it 
Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck 
To find a grave below it: . 
Then land was cried---no more cava. 
— worle his fate—bis woe—to find 


Soft RY never leaves the gentle 

Where love has been received 4 welcome IP 

As wand'ring ſaints poor huts have ſacred made, 

| He hallows gvery, LS he once has ſwa 4 
And (when his preſener we no longer ſhare) | 

Sull leaves compaſſion' as a TE there. 2 


1 ## 111 1 


ON192 . + re: ACT 


SONG. Don JxZOoux. 


0 The days when I-was young! 

When | laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long. 
And with nectar crown'd the noght. - 


Then it was, old faber Care, - 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 

. Half thy malice youth could bear, 

And the reſt in ber n. 


Truth, they ſa ay, lies in a 1 


Why I vow I n&er could e ein! 
Let the water-drinkers tell. 
There it always. "X pe, ee 


For when rarkling wine went for Inc 


Never ſaw I falſhood's mak; : 7 
But ſtill honeſt truth 1 ſound 1 1 


In the bottom of each dat! 
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r * 
I bave years to bring deca "1 
” Wow the locks the now I own, 


Yer, old] Jerome, wy may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 

Still beneard ü whee's froft 4 a 
Glows a ſpark of 4 . | 


* the 3 . 
n 2 E. 
80. Fanpinany.. 7 E 


Ab! Sen maid, bow haſt thou chang'd 
T mind! PE: 1 A 
from mirth ge, 
” Becomes Like a 


| By bertum favoar'd, — | 
LI once ambitious was; = R 

And friends I had who fann'd the ** b l 
And gave my een — 


But now my weaknel all abuſe, Las i yd W 

| Yet vain their taunts on me: * 39 * 7 * 
Friends, fortune, fame itſelf V4 loſe” >] 

'. —To gin ot one ſmile from thee! g 


vet TY thou mould not deſpiſe 4 OT 

| My folly or my woe; Ls Bla #: : | . £7 
If1 am mad in ec . 0 5 
1 TI thou — — _ ſo! Fi Y #143 2 . 
. 3 I 7 But | 


# 
o N 
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** 


But d 
Am 1 
re Oh! | 
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ä 
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WW ' WY : 2 
+ 
© ; 
11 5 
* N * 


2 — 
1 445 (bx * 


If falſe, her 
Sh tn ds may pune 


— ne | 
cannot EET * nid oft 
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SONG. Fznpinanr, 


is the woe that wounds the jealous mind, 

hen treach ry two fond hearts would rend! 

Pu, op how keener far the pang, to find 
mn 1 


— 


„ 


so. ou 4 


By him we love offended, ” BY 
Flow hal oor taper ct $59 — 
One | 


A a tis ended, * 
old . and | it dies ! Wo 7 
"Laſt nigh your roving brother - J* 
Enrag'd 1 bade depart, 
And fate his rude preſumption, 
Deſerv'd to loſe my heart 
Yet were he now 3 me, 
In ſpite of injur'd pride, 
i fear m roy eyes would — I 285 
ore my tongue could chide. 
723 * him we * 


4 'To me n 8 
4 In vain would Clara lügt me, [Ie 
In vain ſhe would upbhraid! nA 
No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover, 5 5 
| Where Eitiples laugh the While: Whale 31 
No frowns appear reſentful, * 
a . pot 


| * Where heav'n has ftamp'd 
2 * „ 


SONG. Anti = 


1 8 * 7 he) + * i ” ene; 
ot, I de. 1 thou 3 
7 2 Howe! wilt thou the ſand boaſt difown) 
| 11950 would ſt not loſe eee s love; 
. ** the — a throne, 


And by thoſe lips char ſpoke ſo kind ! 
And * this hand 1 preſs'd to mine ! 
: 1 a ſubject nation's love. 
7 wear, 1 would not pant with thine, 


Then s my lol, an we be poor, 2 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy! 

| Of this true heart thou ſhalt. be queen, | 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch ""M 


Thus uncontfoul'd ; in ERS, bliks, .. * 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs — 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips 

Ard ro ME OREN back from thine. 


* 1 ** 70! 2 * pry ; 
. 300. 
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$ONG. PUR 29 
L ah bi) 
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Abbe, chou dreary 1 pad. 
The ſullen echo 
Ye filter Bü of cach lonely 0 cel. 4 
Inur'd to hymns and ſorrow, — well! 
„ . 
-— To ſaints a e but a torab to love ! K 


IEE AD > exonvs. 


This bottle's the ſun of our table, 
5 1 
ee + 


xt his help to ſhine. . 


Let mirth and glee abound! NW, 
You n foon grow = = 00 
With borrow'd light, 

And ſhine as he "Je andy” 


mn” 


Lig E 
Calm awhile thy rage. 5 

Cara. 1 muſt help to ſtay hee, 
And thy wrath aſſusge. 
Louiſa. Couldſt not diſcover 

ö One ſo near to 'thee? — 

ur. Canſt thou be a lover, 1 

: b 


tant bs? 


* 
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Ok does Hymen ſmile A 144, "94 . WA bs 
— Wordy vows of the 1 1 


8 * 8 * * 
Meir _ to | _— _—_ :: 
W * » 7 
E 8 2 : * 7 
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For his fo”. 4, bY 15 1 1 be 4+ 7 


FINALE ang CHORUS. 


Come now for jeſt and 1 mY Ws 
Both old and young 1 4. 
Let us laugh ry» play, „ Eu blithe and 65 
Till we bamiſh care away; a 


pus crown'd with dance and ſong. 


. T he hours ſhall glide along, 
With a heart at caſe-—-merry, e * 


Can never fail to pleaſe, 


| * bride with, bluſhes gere . 1 3 : 


Sur wine as roſy flowin 


Let us laugh and p yy Ke. 
Then healths to every frien ** 
TA vight's repaſt ſhall en 

ws a heart at eaſe, & 


' Nor wile we melo 3 1 
Shall anxious fear annoy us, „ 80 
Let us laggh and play, dew | 
t the wiſh to pleaſe, - 5 " | 
we'll hugh and L blithe — 
K. N drive wg _ 
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